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upon the Weser-bridge, to seek the Friend, who, at the behest of
the Goblin Barber, was to direct him how to make his fortune.
"When about taking leave of Mine Host, that charitable person led
from his stable a horse well saddled and equipt, which the owner
of the Castle had presented to the stranger, for having made his
house again habitable ; nor had the Count forgot to send a suffi-
cient purse along with it, to bear its travelling charges; and so
Franz came riding back into his native city, brisk and light of
heart, as he had ridden out of it twelve months ago. He sought
out his old quarters in the alley, but kept himself quite still and
retired; only inquiring underhand how matters stood with the fair
Meta, whether she was still alive and unwedded. To this inquiry
he received a satisfactory answer, and contented himself with it
in the mean while; for, till his fate were decided, he would not
risk appearing in her sight, or making known to her his arrival
in Bremen.

With unspeakable longing, he waited the equinox; his im-
patience made every intervening day a year. At last the long-
wished-for term appeared. The night before, he could not close
an eye, for thinking of the wonders that were coming. The blood
was whirling and beating in his arteries, as it had done at the
Castle of Eumrnelsburg, when he'lay in expectation of his spectre
visitant. To be sure of not missing his expected Friend, he rose
by daybreak, and proceeded with the earliest dawn to the Weser-
bridge, which as yet stood empty and untrod by passengers. He
walked along it several times in solitude, with that presentiment
of coming gladness, which includes in it the real enjoyment of all
terrestrial felicity; for it is not the attainment of our wishes, but
the undoubted hope of attaining them, which offers to the human
soul the full measure of highest and most heartfelt satisfaction.
He formed many projects as to how he should present himself to
his beloved Meta, when his looked-for happiness should have
arrived; whether it would be better to appear before her in full
splendour, or to mount from, his former darkness with the first
gleam of morning radiance, and discover to her by degrees the
change in his condition. Curiosity, moreover, put a thousand
questions to Eeason in regard to the adventure. Who can the
Friend be that is to meet me on the Weser-bridge ? Will it bo-
one of my old acquaintances, by whom, since ray ruin, I have
been entirely forgotten ? How will he pave the way to me for
happiness *? And will this way be short or long, easy or toilsome ?